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Who to Phifyfthectc conforted vs: 
This Morning are they fled away,and gone, 
And in the'u ftecds,do Raucns,Crowes,and Kites 
Fly ore our headland downward looke on vs 
As we were fickcly prey ; their fhadowes feeme 
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which 
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghoft. 

UWefa. Belccu^not fo. 

Cajfi. Ibutbelceucitpartly, 
Far I am frefh of fpirit > and rcfolu'd 
To meete all peril;, very conftanrly. 

Bru. Eucn fo LuciUius. 

fajfi- Now moll Noble "Brum, 
The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we m3y 
Louer?, in peace, ieadc on our dayes to age. 
But fince the aftayres of men refts ftill incertainc, 
Let s reafon with the worft that may b efall. 
If we do loie this Battailc, then is this 
The very latt time we fliall fpeakc together : 
What arc you then determined to do t 

Bru. Euen by the rule of thatPhiiolbphy, 
By which I did blame (fato, for the death 
Which he did giuehimfclfe, I know not how : 
Bat I do findc it Cowardly, and vile, 
For fcarc of what might fall, fo to preuent 
The time of life, arming my fclfe with patience, 
To ftay the prouidence of lome high Powers, 
That gouerne ys below. 

Cajfi. Then, if vveloofe this Battaile, 
You arc contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ftrccts of Rome, 

Bru. No C tiffins, no : 
Thinkc not thou Noble Romane, 
That cucr Brutus will go bound to Rome, 
Hebcares coo great amindc. But this fame day 
Muftend that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we fliall mecte againe, I know not : 
Therefore our eucrlarting farewell take ; 
For cucr ,and for eucr, farewell Caffwii 
If we do meete againe, why we (ball fmile ; 
If not,why then this parting was well made. 

Cajfi> For euer,and for euer, farewell Brutus: 
If we do meete againe, wee'l fmile indcede ; 
If not/tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bra. Why thenleadeon, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bufinefle, ere it come ; 
But it iufneeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho,away. Exeunt. 


The Tragedieoffulius Qafar. 
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Enter Br mm andMejfala. 


Tttn* Pude/ide Mcfala, ride 2nd giue thefe Billes 
Vino the! Lc.; ; icns,on the other fide. 

Lowd Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once : for I pcrceiue 
But cold demeanor mOclauio's wing : 
Andfodaiticpuftigiucs them the ouerthrow 
Ride, ride Meflalajx them all come downe. 

Alarums* Snter Cajfitu and Titinius. 


Exeunt 


Cdffi. O looke Titinius, looke, the Villained fly e : 
My ieifc haue co mine owne turn'd Enemy : 
This Enfionc hcere of mine was turning backe, 
I flew thcCoward, and did take it from 'him, 

Titih. OCaffiM,Brutm%i\\z the word too early, 


^ItD, 


Who hauing fome aduantage on Otiauiw 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers fell to fpoyle 
Whil'ft wcby-rftff^areallincWd, ? 

Enter Ptndarus, 

Pind. Fly further off my Lord : flye further off 
Mark Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Flye therefore Noble Caffm, &yt farre off. 

Cajfi. This Hill is farre enough. Lookejook T 
Arc thofe my Tents where I perceiuc the fire? 

Tit. They arc, my Lord. 

Cajfi. T/f/W/w, ifthouloueft me. 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres inh 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopcs 
And hecre againe, that I may refl aflur'd 
Whether yond Troopes,arc Friend or Enemy, 

Tit. I will be hcere againe, euen with a thought, V 

Cajfi. Go Pindarus, get higher on that hill ' 
My fight was euer thickc: regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not'ft about the Field. 
This day I breathed firft,Time is come round 
And where I did bcgin.therc fliall I end, 
My life is run his compaffc. Sirra,what ncwes ? 

Pind. zslboue. O my Lord. 

C#jfi. Whatnewcs? 

Pind. Titinius is cnclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurre 
Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoftonhim: 
Now Titinius. Now fome light; O he lights too. 
Hee's tane. Shorn. 
And hearke, they fliout for ioy. 

Cajfi. Come downe*, behold no more : 
O Coward that J am, to liue fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my face 

Enter Pindar its. 
Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take theePrifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, failing of thy life, 
That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do* 
Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now,kccpethineoaih 
Now be a Free-man, and wich this good Sword 
Thar ran through Ctjars bowels, fearch this bofome, ' 
Srand not to anfwer ; Hcere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is couer'd,as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword C<c/*r,thou art reueng'df 

Euen with the Sword that kill'd thee. 

Pin. So, I am free, 
Ycc would not fo haue beene 
Durft I haue done my wili.O Caffirn, 
Farre from this Country Pindarus fhall run, 
Where neucr Roman fliall take note of him. 

£ titer 'Titinitu and Mcjfala. 

Mejfx. It is but change, Titinitu 2 for Ochuius 
Is ouerthrowneby Noble Brutus powzv, 
As Cajfm Legions are by Antony. 

Tstin. Thefe tydings will well comfort CafpMS. 

Ttiejfa* Where did you leaue him. 

Tttin. Alldifconfolate, 
With pindarus his Bondman,on this Hill. 

Mejfa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground ? 

Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. O my heart ! 

Afefa. Is not that hee ? 

Titin. No,this was he Metfala, 
But CaJJIus is no more. O fetting Sunne ; 
As in thy red Rayes thou doeft finke to night § 
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The Tragedieo/fulius Qajar^ 


up 


C^te*^ blood Ca f siH * day 15 fct# 

The Sunne of Rome is fet. Our day is gone, 

ri wds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 

j ftruft of my fucceffe hath d one this deed . 

Me fa Miftruftof good fucceffe hath done this deed. 
OhawfaU Error, Melancholies Childe : 
VVbV do'ft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conccyu'd, 
Thou neucr com'ft vnto a happy bvrth, 
Tut kil'ft ^ e M° tncr that engendred thrc. 
fit. What Pindarus? Where art thou Pindarm> 
jtflfit, Seeke him Titinius 9 wh\ll\ I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thi uliing this report 
n co his eares ; I may fay thrufting it : 
: or piercing Steele, and Dan* inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the eares of 'Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight. 

'fit. Hye you Mejfala, 
And I will feeke for Pindarus the while i 
Why did'ft thou fend me forth braue Cafsius ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
)ut on my Browcs this wreath ofVidlorie, 
^nd bid me giue it thee? Did'ftthou not heare their 
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued cucry thing. (fliowts? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 

Brutus bid me giuc it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. 'Brutus , come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Cafsius : 
By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Cf.fsius Sword, and findc Titinius hart. Dies 

Alarum. Snter "Brutus, Mcjfata jong Cato M 
Strato y Volumnius y andLuciliius* 
Bm. Where, where Mejfala, doth his body lye ? 
Mejf*. Loe yonder, and Tttimus mourning it. 
2?w. Titinius faccis vpward. 
Cato. Heisflaine. 

Bru. O Julius Ctzfar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walkcs abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entraiies. Lew Alarums. 

Cato. Braue Titinius, 
Looke where he haue nst crown'd dead Cafsius. 

Bru. Arc yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefe ? 
The laft of all the Romans, far thee well : 
It is impoflible, that eucr Rome 
Should breed thy fellow-Friends I owe mo teares 
To this dead man, then you (ball ice me pay. 
I (hall findc time, Cafsius : I fliall finde time. 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, 
His Funerals fliall not be in ourCamne, 
Lcatt it difcomfort vs. Lucillius come, 
And come yong Cato,\et vs to the Field, 
Ldiomd Flauio fet our Battailes on : 
Tis three a clocke,and Romans yet ere night, 
Wc (hall try Fortune Li a fecond fight. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Snter Brutus, Mejfato, Cato, Lucillius >C; x 
andF/autus. 

'Bru. Y*t Country-men : O y et, hold vp your heads. 

Cato. What Baflard doth not ? Who will go with mc ? 
I will proclaimc my name about the Field. 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato 9 hoc. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend, 
lam the Sonne of Marcus CatOjhoe. 

Enter Sou/diers. and fight. 

And I am "Brutus, Marcus Brutus 1 1, . 


Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titinius, 
And may'ft be honour'd, being Cato's Sonne. 
Sold. Yecld, or thou dyeft. 
Luc, Onelylyeeld tqdye: 
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight : 
Kill "Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 
Sc/d. Wcmuftnot: a Noble Prifoncr. 

Snter *stnionj. 

i.Seld. Roome hoc : tel! Antony, Brutus is tane. 

1. Sold. He tell thee newes. Hcere comes the Gencrall, 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord. 

Ant. Where is hee? 

Luc Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough : 
J dare affure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus : 
The Gods,defend him from fo great a Ihame, - 
When yon do finde him,or aliuc,or dead. 
Fie will be found like Brutut, like himielfe. 

Ant. This is not "Brutus friend, but 1 affure you, 
Aprizcnoleffein worth; kcepe this man fafe, 
Giue him all kindnefTc. I had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Go on, 
And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead, 
And bring vs word, vnto OtixuiusTent : 
How euery thing is ch3ric'd. Exeunt* 


Enter "Brutus, Dardanim, Clitns, Strato, 
and ZJolumnius. 
'Brut. Come poore remaincs of friends, reft on this 
Rocke. 

Clit. Statilli;u fliew'd the Torch-Iight,but my Lord 
He came not backe: he is or tane,or flaine. 

"Brut. Sit thee downe, Clitus : flaying is the word, 
It is a deed in fafliton. Hearke thee, Clitus. 

Clit .What I,my Lord? No,not for all the World. 

Brut. Peace then,no words. 

Clit. lie rather kill my felfe. 

Brut. Hearke iht^Dardanim c 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed? 

Clit. OVardanius^ 

Dard. O Clitus. 

Clit. What ill requeft did *Brutus make to thee ? 

Dard. To kill him,^7/>»^ ; looke he meditates. 

Clit. Now is that Noble Vcffcll full of griefc, 
That it runnes oucr euen at his eyes. 

Brut. , ?Comc hithcr,good Velumnim^ lift a word. 

Volume What fayes my Lord ? 

"Brut. Why this, Volumnim ; 
The Ghoft of C&far hath appeared to me 
Two feuerall times by Night : at Sardis,once 5 
And this laft Night,here in Philippi fields : 
1 know my houre is come. 

Volum. Not fo,my Lord. 

Brut. Nay,I am fure it is, Volumniiu. 
* Thou fecft the Wovld % Folumniw,hovi it goes, 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit : Low Alarums. 
It is more worthy,to leape in our felues, 
Then tarry till they pufli vs. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know*ft,that we two went to Schoole together : 
Euen for that our louc of old,I prethec 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne on it. 

Vol . That's not an Office for a friend,my Lord. 

Alarum Ftill. 

Clit. Flv, 


